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OU have a natural Right to this Piece, 

ſince by your Advice I attempted the Re- 
vival of it with Alterations. Nothing but 
the Power of your Perſuaſions, and my 
Zeal for all the Remains of SHAKEesPEAR, cou'd 
have wrought me to ſo bold an Undertaking. I 
found that the new modelling of this Story, would 
force me ſometimes on the difficult Tafk of making 
the chiefeſt Perſons ſpeak ſomething like their Cha- 
racter, on Matter whereof I had no Ground in my 
Author. LEAR's real and EpGAR's pretended 
Madneſs had ſo much of extravagant Nature, (I 
know not how elſe to expreſs it,) as cou'd never have 
ſtarted but from our SHAKEsPEAR's creating Fan- 
cy. The Images and Language are ſo odd and 
ſurprizing, and yet fo agreeable and proper, that 
whilft we grant that none but SHAKESPE AR cou'd 
have form'd ſuch Conceptions; yet we are ſatisſi- 
ed that they were 3 Things in mag 
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that ought to be ſaid on thoſe Oecaſions. I found 
the whole to anſwer your Account of it, a Heap of 
Jewels, and unpoliſh*d ; yet ſo dazzling in 

their Diforder, that I ſoon perceived I had ſeiz'd 2 
Treaſure. IT was my good Fortune to light on one 
Expedient to redtify what was wanting in the Re- 
gularity and Probability of the Tale, which was 
to run through the whole, as Love betwixt KDC AR 
and CoRDELTA ; that never chang'd word with 
each other in the Original. This renders Corpe- 
LIA's Indifference, and her Father's Paſſion in the 
firſt Scene, probable. It likewiſe gives  Counte- 
nance to .EnGar's Diſguiſe, making that a gene- 
rous Deſign that was before a poor Shift to ſave his 
Life. The Diſtreſs of the Story is evidently 
heightened by it ; and it particularly gave Occaſion 
of a new Scene or Two, of more Succeſs (perhaps) 
than Merit. This Method neceſſarily threw me 
on making the Tale conclude in a Succeſs to the 
innocent diſtreſs d. Perſons : Otherwiſe I muſt have 
incumbered the Stage with dead Bodies, which 
Conduct makes many Tragedies conclude with 
unſeaſonable Jeſts. Yet was I wrack'd with no 
ſmall Fears for ſo bold a Change, till I found it 
well received by my Audience ; and if this will not 
fatisfy the Reader, I can produce an Authority that 
Afr. Drjd. queſtionleſs will. Neither is it k Tri- 
Preface ta val an Undertaking to make a Tragedy end 
. the Spaniſh happily, for tis more difficult to ſave than 
* "tis te Kill. The Dagger Cup of 
Poiſon are always in readineſs; but to bring the Ac- 
tion to the la Extremity, and by probable Means to 
recover All, will require the Art and Fudgment of a 
Writer, cnd coft bim many a Pang in tbe I crformance. 
|  IThave one Thing more to Apologize for, which 
Is, that I have us'd lefs Quaintnefs of Expreſſion 
even in the neweſt Parts of this Play. I counſels, 
etwas Deſign in me, partly to comply with my 
Authors 
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| Author's Style, to make the Scenes of a Piece, 
[ and partly to give it ſome Reſemblance of the 
Time and Perſons here Repreſented. This, Sir, 
1 ſubmit wholly to you, who are both a Judge and 
Maſter of Style. Nature had exempted you be- 
fore you went Abroad from the Moroſe Saturnine 
Humour of our Country, and you brought home 
the Refine dneis of Travel without the AﬀeRation. 
Many Faults I fee in the following Pages, and 
queſtion-not but you will diſcover more; yet I will 
preſume ſo far on your Friendſhip, as to make the 
hohe a Preſent to you, and Subſcribe my ſelf, 


Tour obliged Friend 


and humble Servant, 


5 1 v. TATE. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Re y 
| Fer cen your Wives can pleaſe in Maſquerade, ) | 
' Tavere worth our while, to've drawn you in this Day, | 
By a new Name to zur old boneft Play; | 
But he that did this Evening Treat prepare, ? 


Bluntly reſalv d before-hand ta declare 

Your Entertainment ſhould be maſt old Fare. | 
Yet hopes, fince in rich Shakeſpear's Soil it grew, Wo | 

*T will reliſh yet, with thoſe whoſe Taſtes are true, | 

And his Ambition is ta pleaſe a Few. | 

If then this Heap of Fla rs ſhall chance to wvear — _ | 

Freſh Beauty in the Order they now bear, | 

Even this Shakeſpear's Praiſe ; each Raſtick knows 
"Mong /t plente uus Flag r a Garland to compoſe. 

But bens a Power Divine fir/? maile em grow. © 
iy Mon l theſe Scenes lie hid, in which we find 
What may at once divert and teach the Mind ; 

Morals were always preper for the Stage, 

But are ev'n neceſſary in this Age. 

Poets muſt take the Churches Teaching Trade, 

Since Prieſts their Province of Intrigue invade ; 

But wwe the wworſe in this exchange have got, 

In vain cur Poets Preach, wwhilft Churchmen Plot. 


| 
| 
| 


That I cen d three Hours Canflancy out-live 


2 For ſhame give over this inglorious Trade 


That ingreat Shakeſpear's Right be's bold to ſay, 


AN 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. BARRY. 


Neonflancy, the reigning Sin o th' Age. 

Will ſcarce endure true Lovers on the Stage, 
You hardly, even in Plays with ſuch diſpence, 
And Peets hill em in their own Defence. 

Vet one bold Proof I was reſotv'd to give, 


You fear, perhaps, ⁊ubilſt as the Stage wore made 
Such Saints, wwe ſhall indeed take up the Trade; 
Sometimes wwe threaten, — but our Virtue may 

For Truth, I fear, with your Pit-Valour weigh : 
For (not 10 flatter either) I much doubt 

When due are off tbe Stage, and you are out. 

We are not quite fo coy, nor you ſo flout. 

Wie talk of Nunn ries — But to be 

Wheaewver lives to ſee us cliifier'd there, 

May hope to meet our Criticks at Tangier. 


— — 


Of worrying Poets, and go maul th'Alcade. 
ell — fince y are all for bluſtrins in the Pit, 
This: Play's Reviver humbly do's admit 

Your abſ"lute Pow'r to damn his Part of it : 
But till ſo many Maſter-Touches ſhine 

Of that vaſl Hand that firſt laid this Deſign, 


If you like nothing you have ſcen To-day, 
The Play your Judgment damns, not you the Play. 


A 4 


j 


— 


* * — _— 


Goneril, 
Regan, 
Cardeli, 


| Guards, Officers, Meſſengers, Attendants; 


K 


HOU Natuie art my Goddeſs, to thy Law © 
My Services are bound; why am 1 then 
Dazu r a Son's Right, aan 3 4 came 


12238 "Road that Cuſtom has preferib'd? 

Baſtard, wherefore Baſe, when I can boaſt - 
Ak Tous, and a Shape as true, 
As honeſt Madam's Iffue? 'Why are we - 
Held Baſe, who in the lufty ſtealth of Nature 
Take fiercer Qualitics than what compound 
. S bed? 
Well then, Legiti mate Eagar, to ht 
Of Law I will oppoſe « Baftrd's bang 
Our Father's Love is to the Baftard Enund 
As to inmate Edgar: with Succeſs 
I've practis d yet on both their eaſie Natures: 
Here comes the old Man chaft with t { — at 
Which laſt I forg'd my Brother 
A Tale ſo plaulible, 2 
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SC. Nay, good my Lord, your 
O'er-ſhoots it ſelf to plead in his behalf; 
Vou are your ſelf a Father, and may feel 
The ſting of Diſobedience from a Son 
Firſt-born and beſt below d: Oh Villain Edpar ! 

Kent. Be not too raſh, all may be forgery, 

And time yet clear the Duty of your Son. 

S. Plead with the Seas, and reaſon down the Winds, 
Yet ſhalt thou ne er convince me I have ſeen 

His foul Deſigns through all a Father's fondneſs: 

But be this Light and thou my Witneſſes, 

That I diſcard him here from my Poſſeſſions, 

Divorce him from my Heart, my Blood, and Name. 

Baff. It works as | could e with ; PI bew my fel. 

Gloft. Ha! EA. welcome Boy ; O Kent ! ſee here. 
Inverted Nature, Glofer's Shame and Glory, 

This By-born, the wild fally of my Youth. WV. 
Nay, weep not, Edmund, for thy Rrother's Crime ;. 1 
O gen' rous Boy ' thou Kar k but half bis Blood, 

Yet lov'ft Lond the kindneſs of a Brother: 
But Fl] reward thy Vertue. Follow me. 
My Lord, you wait the King, who comes reſolv'd 
To quit the Toils of Empire and divide | 
His Realms ano his hters; Heavens fuccced it; 
But much I fear the 

Kent. J grieve to ſee him 

With ſuch wild ſtarts of Paſſion bourly ſeia d. 
As render Majeſty between it ſelf. 
Gloft. Alas! tis the Infirmity of his 2 
Vet has his Temper ever been unfixt, 
Chobrick and ſudden; hark, they approach. 
(Exeunt Gloſt. and Baſt: 


- 
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Fhouriſh. Enter Lear, Cornwall, Aibany, Burgundy, Ed- 
„ Regan, Cordelia, E3gar ſpeaking to 


at Entrance. 


Edgar. Cordelia, Royal Fair, turn yet once more, 
And Cer ſucceſsful Burgundy receive 
The Treaſures of thy Beauties from the King, 
Eer happy Burgund; for ever fold Thee, 
Caſt back one pityiag Look on wretched Lear. 
Cord. Alas! What would the wretched Edgar with 
The more unfortunate Cordeita ? 
Who in obedience to a Father's Will 
Flies from her Edgar's Arms to Burguady's ? 
Lear. Attend my Lords of Albany and C:rawall, 
With Princely Ru, pundy. 
Alb. We do, my Liege. 
Lear. ry me this Map—Know, Leda we have di- 
vided 
in Three our Kingdom, having now refolv'd 
To diſengege from our long Toil of State, 
Conferring all upon your younger Years; 
You Burgundy, Cornwall, and Albany, 
Long in our Court have made your amorous 
And now are to be anſwer'd. — Tell me, my — 
Which of you loves Us moſt, that we may place 
Our largeſt Bounty with our largeſt Merit. 
Goneril, Our Eldeſt-born, ſpeak firſt. : 
Sen Sir, I do love you more than Words can utter, 
Beyond what can be valu'd Rich, or Rare; 
Nor Liberty, nor Sight. Health, Fame, or Beauty, 
Are half ſo dear, my Life for you were vile, 
As much as Child can Love & bet of Father s. 
Lear. Of all theſe Bounds, e en from this Line ta this, 
With ſhady Foreſts, and wide-fkirted Vleads, 
We make thee Lady; to thine and 4.6any's Iſſue 
Be this perpetual What ſays our ſecond Daughter? 
Reg. My Siſter, Sir, in part expreſt my Love; 
For ſuch as her's, is mine, though more extended; 
Senſe has no other Joy that I can reliſh, 
Lhave my All in my dear Liege's Love. 


* 


Lear}. 


Þ2 King LEAR. 
Lear. Therefore to thee and thine Hereditary, . 
Remain this ample third of our fair 
Card. n how am 1 diſtreſt, 
That muſt with cold Speec — ENGINE: 
Rather 2— 4 — 5 
To loath'd Embraces. — . | 
Lear. Speak. now our laſt, not leaft in our dear Love, 
So ends my Taſk of State——— Cordelia, ſpeak ; 1 
„ Anger gems N 
Than what thy Sifters 
Cord. Now muſt my 
As much as exceeds in Truth Nothi 
Lear. can come of Nothing, 
Cord. Uabapgy am I, that. I cannot di 
Sir, as I ought, I love your Majety, 
No more nor leſs. 
Lear. Take heed, Cordelia, | 
Thy Fortunes are at ſtake, think better on't, 
And mend thy Spee ch a little. 
1 O my Liege; 
8 Fre dred me, dearly lov id me, 
return Say as IT ought, | 
and moſt. honeur you; 
Why — wy Se Huſbands, if they love you All? 
ply when | hall wed, the. Lord whoſe Hand, : 
Shall take my Plight, will carry half my Le; ; 
For I ſhall * marry like. my | 
Ta. love my Father All. 
Lear. And goes thy Heart with this? - 
*Tis faid that I am ChoPrick, Judge me, Gods,. 
Is there not cauſe ? Now, Minton, I 
The Truth of what has beep ſuggeſted to u; 
Thy fondneſs for the Nebel Son Glofter, 
Falſe to his Father, as thou art ta my Hopes: 
And, oh! take beed. raſh Gitl, leſt we comply 
Which thy fond Wiſhes, which thou wilt too late. 
= 2 know, 1 cannot brook. 
A Child fo. young, and ſo ungenteel. 
| „ 56 young, my Lord, and True. 
Lear. Thy Trunk thes be thy Dow'r 
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Por by the facred Sun and folemn Night, 
] here diſclaim all my Care, 
And from this minute thee as a Stranger, 
4 IINEITS CIrns: — 


Come not between a Dragon — 4 6 
] lov'd her moſt, and in her tender Tru 
Defign'd to have beſtow'd my Age at Eaſe: 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here I give | 
My Heart from her, and with-it all my Wealth: 
My Lords of Cornwall, and of Albam, 

Ido inveſt you jointly in full Right 

In this fair Third; Cordelia's forfeit Dow'r. 
Mark me, my Lerts, abferre Our et Refov,.. 
Our Self, ———_— > heated Hos 

Will make Abode with you in monthly 

The Name alone of King remain with me, 
Yours be the Execution and Revenues ; 

This is our final Will, and to confirm it, 


ya 

Whom 1 have henone'® eo my 
Lovid as my Father, us my Hatte, ipod. © 
an GE thought on in m Ps mm 
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Dll thunder in thine Ear Complaint, 
TIA 


Lear. Hear me, raſh Man; on thy Allegiance hear me 3; 


Since thou haſt ſtriv'n to make Us break our V Vow, 
And preſt between our fentence and our Pow'r, 
WR tas eve dives race — foce. 
We baniſh thee for ever from our Sight 
And Kingdom; if when Three days W 
Thy hated Trunk be found in our 
That moment is thy Death ; away. 

Ken. Why, fare thee well, z fince thou art refolv'd, 
I take thee at thy ward, — will not ſtay 
To fee Thy Fall: the Gods protect the Maid 
That truly thinks, and has moſt juſtly faid. 
Thus to new Climates my old truth J bear, 
Friendſhip lives Hence, and Baniſiment 


Is here. (Exit. 


Lear. Now, Burgundy, you ſee her price is fall'n, 
vet if the fondneſs of your Paſſion ftill 
Affects her as ſhe ſtands, Dow'rlefs, and loſt 
In our Efteem, ſhe's yours; take her, or leave her. 

Burg. Pardon me, Royal Lear, I but demand 
thn xs ſelf propos'd, and here | take 
Cordelia by the Hand, Dutcheſs of 
Lear. Then Leave her, Sir, for by a Father's rage 
I tell you all her Wealth: Away. 

Burg. Then, Sir, — — 
Of our Alliance on your own Will, 


Not my 
(Exeunt. Manent Edgar and Cordelia. 


Has Heaven then weigh'd the merit of my Love, 


Or is t the raving of my ſickly thought? 

Cou'd Burgurdy forego ſo rich a Prize, 

And leave her to deipairing Ed ar's Arms? 

Have I thy Hand Cordelia? Do | claſp it? 
The Hand that was this minute to have joyn'd 
My hated Rival's ? Do I knee] before thee, 

And offer at thy Feet my panting Heart? 

Smile, Princeſs, and conviace me; for 2s yet 

I doubt, and dare not truſt the dazling Joy. 


Cord. 
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Cord. Some Comfort yet, that twas no vicious Blot 
That has depriv'd me of a Father's Grace, 
— W r — — 
In wanting it; a proſeſſing Ton 
© Siſters! 1 am loch to call) Gault ny 
As it deſerves; * ather well, 
And wrong d Cor lia never ſhall repine. 

Ed. O heavenly Maid! that art thy ſelf thy Dow'r, . 


If Edgar's humble Fortunes may be grac'd 
With thy Acceptanee, at thy feet he lays 'em. 
Ha, my "Cordelia! 2 away? 
What fron done Yoffend Thee? 
Cord. Talk'd of Love. 
Edg. Then P've offended oft, Cordelia too 
Has = — 2 ſo to offend. | 
Cord. When, [ 3 your Addreſſes, . 
I was the darling Daughter of a King, | 
Nor can | now forget my Royal Birth, 
And live dependant on my Lover's F ortune; , 
I cannot to ſo low a Fate ſubmit; 
And therefore ſtudy to forget your pailion, 
And trouble me upon this 'Theme no-more. 
Edg. Thus Majeſty takes moſt State in Diſtrefs ! 
How are we toſt on ortune's fickle flood ! 
The Wave that with ſurprizing Kindneſs brought 
The dear wreck to my Arms, has ſnatch'd it back, 
r 2 | 
Cord. This th ignoble Burgundy, Abd. 
Draws juſt ſuſpicion on the Race of Men; | 
His Love was [nt'reſt, ſo may Edgar's be. 
And He, but with more Compliment, diſemble 3 
If fo I ſhall oblige him by denying : 
But if his Love. be fixt, ſuch conſtant Flame 
As warms our Breafts, if ſuch I find his Paſſion, 
by Ws ao Es By Phan Gl he, | 
prove as Kind as He. (Exit, 


Enter Baſtard haſiily. 
Ba. Brother, I've. found you in a lucky minute, 


| Richer in vertue than the Stars in 


Fly. 


To ſtrike me dead, for Charity delay not; 
That preſent will befit ſo kind a Hand. 
. Baſt. Your danger, Sir, comes on fo faſt, 
That waat time tinform-you.; but retire, 
Whilft I take care to turn the preſſing Stream. 
O Gods! for Heav'ns fake, Sir 
Eds. Pardon me, Sir. _ 
Had feiz'd me, but] think you talk's of danger; 
And wid me to retire ; Muſt all our Vows 
End thus?——Friend, | obey you. O Cordelia! (Exit. 
Baft' Ha! hat fond Man, fuck credulous Honeſty . 
Leſſens the Glory of my Artifice;- 
His Nature.is fo far doing wrongs, 
That be ſuſpects none: If this Letter 
And paſs for Egar's, as himſelf wou'd own : 


| | Eiter Gloſter. | 
Glo. ag, Sans rao. What Paper were you 


2 99 ible diſpatch of 1 

Ch. What needed terri | it 
Into your Pocket? Come, produce it, Sir. 
Baſt. A Letter from my Brother, Sin, I had 
broke the Seal, A £91198 be, ohne 


, fearing they might proye io blame, 


a 


Fortunes 


more. If our Father would Sleep till 1 wal d bim, 


till I wak'd him! ſhould enjoy 

HF bis Nes Ee to write this 
4 Gainſt his indulgent Father Death and Hell! 
; Fly, Edmond, ſeek him out, wind me into him, 
' That I may bite the Traytor's Heart, and fold 


His ing Entrails on my vengeful Arm. 
3 my Lord, to prove my Vir- 


Enter Kent 14 | 
ext. Now, baniſh'd. Kent, if thou canſt pay thy Duty 
is diſguiſe, where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, - 
hy Maſter Lear ſhall find thee full of Labours. 


Lear. In there RC here. 
. In there, and tell our hter we are | 
Now, What art Thou ? 


— 


— - 
% 


Now Sir ? 
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Kent. 1 do profeſs to be no lefs than I ſeem, to ſerve 
him truly that puts me in Truft, to love him that's honeſt, 


to converſe with him that's wiſe and ſpeaks little, to fight. 


when I can't chuſe; and to eat no Fiſh. 
Lear. | ſay, What art Thou? 
Sd hooded; oct 


Lear. Then art thaw pear indeed. — What cant thou 


| do? 
Kent. 1 can keep honeſt Counſel, mar 2 curious Tale 


in the telling, deliver a plain Meſſage bluntly ; that which 


inary Men are fit for, I am qualify'd in; and the bett. 
of me 1s Diligence. WY 
Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me. 


Euter one of Goneril Gentlemen, 


_ the Fellow? Call me the 


Are. My Lord, J know not, but methinks your 
1 — is entertained with ſlender Ceremony. 
Servant He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 


Lear. Why came not the Slave back when | call'd him? 
_ Serv. My Lord, he anſwer'd me 7 th ſurlieſt manner, 


| That he wou'd not. 


Re-enter Gentleman brought in by Kent. 
Lear. I hope our Daughter did not fo inftruR him: 


Now, who am I, Sir? 


Gent, My Lady's Father. 
Lear. My Lord's Knave.— (Strikes bim. 


Goneril a: the Entrance. | 
Gor. By Day and Night, this is inſufferable, 
F will not bear it. | 
Lear. Now, Daughter, why that frontlet on ? 
Speak, does that Frown become our Preſence ? 
Gent. TIl not be ſtruck, my Lord, 
Kent. Nor tript neither, thou vile Civet-box. 
1 (Strikes up his heels. 
Gon. Sir, this licentious Infolence of your Servants 


I 
o ˙ · -r 
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I's moſt unſeemly, hourly they break out 

In bred ; 1 han to» you, 

I thought t have had a Redrefs, but find too late 


That you protect and countenance their out-rage ; 
And therefore, Sir, I take this freedom, which 


Lear. Are you our Daughter ? | 

Gon. Come, Sir, let me intreat you to make uſe. 
Of your Diſcretion, and put off betimes 
This Diſpoſition that of late transforms you 
From what you rightly are. 3 

Lear. Do's any here know me? why, this is not Lear 
Does Lear walk thus ? ſpeaks thus? where are his Eyes? 
Who is it that can tell me who I am? 

| Gon. Come, Sir, this Admiration's much o th' favour 
Of other your new humours; I beſeech you 
To underftand my Purpoſes aright ; 
As you are old, you ſhou'd be ftaid and wiſe ; 
ae * 


Men ſo debauch d and bold, that 


Shews like a rĩotous Inn, 2 Tavern, + \- 
Be then advis'd beg fn pour e ene. 
That which the begs 9 

Take half away, and ſee that 


Ze ſuch as may befit your Age, — 


Themſelres and you. 
Lear. Darkneſs and Devils ! 


Saddle my Horſes, call my Train together ; 


4 Viper, Pll not ſtay with Thee! 


I yet have left a Daughter. Serpent, Monſter! . 


Leſſen my Train, and call em riotous ? 
All men approv'd, of choice and rareſt Parts, 
That each particular of duty know. | 


Ho ſmall, Cordelia, was thy Fault? O Lear, 


Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 
And thy dear Judgment out ; Go, go, my People. 
(Going off meets Albany entering. 
Ingrateful Duke, was this your will ? 
Alb. What Sir? 


Lear. Death, fifty of my Followers at a clap! 


Alb. 
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Alb. The matter, Madam? 

Gon. „ 3 
But give — 4 

— Blaſts upon 
Th untainted —_— a Father's Curſe 
Fierce ery ene abour Thee old fond Eyes, 
Lament this Cauſe | Pit pluck ye out, 
And caſt ye with the aters that ye loſe 
To temper Clay. — No, Gargon, thou ſhalt find 
That F reſume the Shape which thou doſt think 
I have caſt off for ever. 

Gaz. Mark ye that. 

. Lear. ms, cnn} 
Dear dend hear; my ho 

0 Creature frui 8 
Pronounce upon her Womb the Barren Curſe, 
That from her blaſted Body never. 
A Babe to honour her; Ie ir foe nh bring forth, 
Defeat her Joy with ſome diſtorted Birth 
Or Monſtrous Form, the Prodigy of th' Time, 
And fo perverſe of Spirit, that it may live- 
Her Torment as 'twas born, to fret her Cheeks 
With conſtant Tears, and wrinkle her young Brow. 
Turn all her Mother: Pain's ts Shame and S rn. 
That ſhe may curſe her Crime too late, and feel 
How ſharper than a Tooth it is 
To have a thankleſs Child : Away, away. 


Gon... P thus his numerous Train, 
He thinks to pla _ 


the T here, and hold 
He ins wp * 
Alb.. Well, , you may bear too far. [Exi. 


__— 


ACE 
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SIG DDSICCDGCTIPUHW ery 
T3 A 
SCENE, Gofer's Houſe. 


Baſt. * HE Duke comes here to Night, Il take Ad. 
van 

Or his Arrival to compleat my Project: 

Brother, a Word, come forth; 'tis I your Friend, 


— 
My Father watches for you, fly this Place, 


Intelligence is giv'n where you're hid; 
Take the Advantage of the Night ; dethink ye 
Have you not ſpoke againit the Duke of Corewall 
Something might ſhew you a. Favourer of | 
r 
ing; why aſk you? 

25 Becauſe be's coming here to Night in haſte, 

And Regan with him Hark ll the Guards away. 
e IU tay and clear myſelf. 

122 Vour Innocence at leiſure may be heard, 
But Gleſter's ſtorming Rage as yet is deal, 
And you may periſh e er ailow'd the hearing. 


(Exit Edgar. 


Cher comes vonder: Now to my feign'd Scuffle — 


Ko 2 * r . 


Yield, come before my Father! Lights here, Lights: 
Some Blood drawn on me wou'd beget Opinion 


(Stabs bis Arm. 
Of our more fierce Encounter -l have een 
Drunkards do more than this in (port. 


Enter Gloſter and Servants. 
St. Now, Edmund, where's the Traytor? 


* That Name, Sir, 
| Strikes 


| 
| 
| 
: 
- 
a 
| 


—— — 


„„ 


And bring him piece- meal to me. 


prithee ; I tell thee | have nothing to do with thee. 
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Strikes Horror through me; but my Brother, Sit, 
Stood here i' th Dark. TOO 

Ghoſt. Thou bleed'ft ! purſue the Villain, 


Baſt. Sir, he's fled. | 
Gleft. Let him fly far, this Kingdom ſhall not hide him.; 
The noble Duke, my Patron, comes to Night; 
By his Authority I will proclaim 
Rewards for him that brings him to the Stage, 
And Death for the C I 
Then of my Lands, loyal and natural Boy, 


Enter Kent (difqnis'd flill) and Goneril's Gentleman, /e- 


Gent. __—_ row Friend, belong't thou to this 

Kent. Aſk them will anſwer thee. 

Gent. Where may we ſet our Horſes ? 

Kent. Pth' Mire. | | 

Gent. I am in haſte, prithee an' thou lov'ſt me, tell me. 

Kent. | love thee not. 

Gent. Why then I care not for Thee. 

Kent. An' I had thee in Lipsbury Pinfold, I'd make 
thee care for me. 

Gent. What doſt thou mean ? I know thee not. 

Kent. But, Minion, I know thee. 


Cent. What do'ſt thou know me for? 


Kent. For a baſe, proud, beggarly, white-liver'd, glaſs- 
gazing, ſuperſerviceable finical Rogue; one that wou'd be 
a Pimp in way of good Service, and art nothing but a 


Compoſition of Knave, Beggar, Coward, Pandar, — 


Gent. What a monſtrous Fellow art thou to rail at one 
that is neither known of thee, nor knows thee ? 

Kent. Impudent Slave! not know me, who but two 
Days fince tript up thy Heels before the King: Draw, 
Miſcreant, or I'll make the Moon ſhine through thee. 

Gent. What means the Fellow ? Why prithee, 


Kent. 
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Kent. I know your Rogueſhip's Office ; you come with 
Letters againſt the King, taking my young Lady Yanity's 
part againſt her Royal Father: Draw, Raſcal. 

Gent. Murther, murther, help. [Exit Kent after him. 


Flauriſb. Enter Duke 1 Corneal, Regan, attended. 


Ghft. All welcome to your Graces, you do me honour. 
Dube. Gloſter, W'have heard with Sorrow that your 
Life has been attempted by your Impious Son: 

But Edmund here has paid you ſtricteſt Duty. 

Glaſt. — — — oy | 
The Hurt you to apprehend | 

Duke. Is he purfa'd? * 

Ghoſt. He is, my Lord. 

Reg. Uſe our Authority to apprehend 
The Traytor, and do Juftice on his Head ; 

For you, Edmund, that have fo fignaliz'd 

Your Vertue, you from henceforth ſhall be ours; 
Natures of ſuch firm Truſt we much thall need, 
A charming Youth, and wonk my . 

Duke. Lay Comforts, noble G/ofter, to your Breaſt, 
As we warm, this Night be ſpent in Revels, 

We chuſe you, Glofer, for our Hoſt to Night, 
A troubleſome Expreſſion of our Love. 


On, to the Sports before us Who are theſe ? 
Enter the Gentleman purſu'd by Kent. 


Glaſt. Now, what's the matter ? 


Duke. peace upon your Lives, he dies that firikes, 
Whence, what are ye? 


Att. Sir, they are 
Siſter, the other from the King. 
Duke. Your Difference? Speak. 

Gent. I'm ſcarce in breath, my Lord. 
Kent. No marvel, you have fo beſtir d your Valour. 
Nature diſclaims the Daſtard ; a Taylor made him. 


Duke. had a kow grew your Quarrel ? 


the one from your 
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Gent. Sir, e 
* Beard — —-- 


— and to be plain, Sis, 


Fellow, thathaving once been prais'd 
affects a 2 Rudeneſs; 


Tript me behind, — him; 
And, den wth the Honour of this bold Exploit, 
1 


Call nee the Stocks for me, lee he King, 

On whoſe Employment I was ſent to you, 
You'll ſhe w/ too ſmall and too bold Malice 
Againſt the Perſon of my Royal Maſter, 


Stocking his Meifenger 


Due, 


ws * POP” & 3 21 5 be % 6 
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Duke. 2 2s I have ——_— 


"There ſhall be fit til Noon. 
nn ll Night, and alt dg 


Kent. it. Why Madam, If L were your Father's Dog, | 


You wou'd not uſe me fo. 
Reg. * his Knave, Iwill. 


Our Siſter — 2 w—ns- bel! 
Her Gentleman aſſaulted: to our Buſineſs lead. (Exit. 


3 tis the Duke's plea- 


N * a 
H have watch'd and travell'd hard, £7 WO 
Some time I ſhalt fleep out, the rb if while: a 
Farewell Fye, Sit. | * Gli. 
All weary and o'er watch'd, 
I feel the drowzy Gueſt ſteal on me; take 
Advantage heavy Eyes on this kind Slumber, 
Not behold this vile ad hamofu Lodging, 


Ep. I heard my ſelf Proclaim'd, 

And by the friendly hollow of a Tree, 
Eſcape the Hunt; no Port is free, no Place 
Where Guards and moſt unuſual Vigilance 
Do not attend to take me how eaſie now, 
Twere to defeat the Malice of my Trale, 8 
And leave the ud n my Sword x Point ;,. 
But Love detains me from Death's peacefi Cell, q 
Still whiſpering me, Cordelia's im diftreſs ; . 
Unkind as the is, I cannot ſee l. 
6 — dard. cam Fortune. 


ber. 


Whe 
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Who knows but the white Minute yet may come, 
When Edgar may do ſervice to Cordelia ; 

That charming hope ſtill ties me to the Oar | 

Of painful Life, and makes me to ſubmit 

To the 3 

My Face I will beſmear, and 


Kent is the Stacks fill Euer Lear attended. 
Lear. "Tis frange that they fhould fo depart from 3 
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outrage. 
wich all modeſt haſte, which way 
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Infirmity 


hy Glefter, Glaf 


ell 
be he is not well, 


Ss - 


? My Breath and Blood! 


y the fiery Duke! T 


em! Doſt thou underſtand me, Man? 


' +, oy yy 
. Thave inſorm d em fo. 


vice. 


they inform'd of thi 


but not yet, may 


S . Lear. Inform'd 
I tell thee, Glofter 


OTHER 


Are 
ier 
No, 


Fi 


220 


Death on my State, 


That this Retiredneſs-of the | | 


Contempt: 


Go el the Dake and Wi 


thou not be glad 


y Mother's Tomb ? 
thou wilt ſhake to hear 


ſoak: 


* 


;ak you 
ſhou d ſt 


u d divorce me from th 


- . - . ' 
* "I * 
4 2 
your 


— 
» 


Sir, ale net: I have hope 


you, 
y you, 
know lefs 


Reg. I 
That you 


be rul'd and led, 


to value her 


* 


And 


your ſelf; therefore, Sir, 


— 


Siſter, and y you have wrong'® her. 


than 


Return to our 


f my Train, 
Look'd black upon me, ſtabb'd me with her Tongue; 


ze ſtor'd „ Heav'n fall 
1 . * ad; s 
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Who comes here? O Heav'ns! 
If you do love Old Men; it you ſweet Sir | 
Allow Obedience; if your ſelves are Old, 'T 
Make it your Cauſe, down and take my Part? | 
Why, Gorgon, do'ſt thou come to bunt me here ?- 
Art not aſham d to look upon this Beard? | 
Darkneſs upon my Eyes, they play me falſe, 
O Regan, wilt thou take her by the Hand? 
Gen. Why not by th. Hand, Sir? How have 4 
All's Offence that Indiſcretion finds, | 
And terms fo. 


left Wants ſopply'd by ber 
©, 1 c | | 
prethee Daughter do not make me mad, 


no more, no more fee one another; 


| 


Ja 
4 
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Siſter treats you fair ; what! fifty Followers ? 
ell ? What ſhou'd you need of more ? 

Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive At en- 


From thoſe whom the calls Servants, or from mine ? 
Reg. Why not, my Lord? If then they chance to 
flack you, 
We cou'd controul em —— Hf you come to me, 
For now I ſee the Danger, I entreat you 
To bring but Five and Twenty; to no more 
8 T. chisBolt u 
Lear now, emper, ſtand unmov 
And I] am Thun let Proof; a, 
The Wicked, when compar'd with the more Wicked, 
Seem beautiful, and not to be the worſt, 
Stands in fome Rank of Praiſe — _ 
Thou art innocent agen, 
Thy Fitty yet, eee nd Downey, 
And thou art twice her Love. 


Heark how th Infernals echo to my Rage 


Their Whips and Snakes. 
Reg. How lewd a is Paſſion ! 
Gon. Sd old and ul. 
Lear. 


That all the World hall — — I will do fach 
What they are yet I know not, but they alte 3 
8.4. be 


_ — 6 PY 
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The Terrors of che Earth ; you think I'll weep 


Before I'll weep. — — O Gods! I ſhall go mad. (Exit. 
Dice. "Tis a wild Night, come out of the Storm. 
— + | (Erne. 


ACT m. 
SCENE, 4 Deer Heath. 
. and Kent is the Show, 

Lazr. Tp LOW Winds, and burſt your Cheeks, rage 
Fantifiick Lis - —- 7 of OR eb Hes 


- opp ng Shun the Towns and Palaces 
Of ingrateful Man. 

| Not all my beſt Intreaties can perſwade him 
1 Shelter, 4 to bide 
Thi ight Cov' ring on his Head, 

51 to this ng ne Heav'n. "A 

Lear. Rumble thy fill, whirlwind, Rain and Fire; 
Not Fire, Wind, Rain, or Thunder are my Daughters : 
I tax not you, ye Elements, with Unkindneis; 
I never gave you Kingdoms, call d you Children; 
You owe me no obedience, then let fall 
Your horrible Pleaſure, here I ſtand your Slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis d old Man ; 
2 1 call you ſervile Miniſters, 
That have with two pernicious Daughters join'd. 
Their high. en Battle againſt a Head 
So Old and White as mine. Oh! oh ! tis foul. 
Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a Hovel, that will lend 


King LEAR. 3g 
forget my Nature, what! fo kind a Father? 
3 there's the Point. 
2 Things that love 


Such Groans of roaring Winds have ne'er been known. 
That keep the dreadful Pudder o'er our Heads, 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble chou Wretch, 
That haſt wirhinithee undiſcover'd Crimes? 
Hide that bloody Hand, 
Thou perjur'd Villain, holy Hypocrite, 
That drink'ſt the Widows Tears, figh now, and cry 
Es ny ͤ— Summoners Grace, am a Man 
More finn'd inſt than ſinning. 
Kent. Good Sir to th Hovel. . 
Lear. it degins to burn. 
2 won no Boy; art Cold: 


Tm cold myſelf; —— a Feller, 
The Art of our Neceſſity ĩs ſtrange, 
And can make vile Things precious; my poor Knave, 
Cold as I am at Heart, Fve one Place there 
That's forry yet for Thee. BE $i (Exeunt, . 
Gloger — Eater Badand. 
* The Green bene drown'd, 


Thus wou'd I reign, cou'd I but mount a 
The Riots of thele proud Imperial Siſters 


Neck, who bellow out 
in vain.—Triumphant Queens f 
With wine Altar — 
O for a Taſte of ſuck Majeſtick Beauty, 
Which none but my hot Veins are fit Cengage ; 
2 Wübes deſpꝰ tate, for even now, 


B-5 Du ing 


J 


During 


Enough ; Bliad, and Ingrateſul mould | be 


neſs of Importance; I know 


mons repine ac ox ther feunites Tyenita, 


6. My CER 
Banquet, I obſerv'd their Glances - 
Room 


7 


abe 
Shoe thick at ma, and as the Jeft 
Each caſt by ſtealth a kind inviting. 
The happy Eunet—ba!, 


Tus eee frm gs nge. n bin ec. 
4. and Exit. 


Where Merit is fo tranſparent, not to behold it. . 
Were Blindneſs, err 


Gonna. 


Not to obey the Summons of this Oracle. 

Now for a ſecond Letter. (Opens the other. 
If Modeſty be not your Enemy, doubt not i | (Reucds. 
Find me your Friend. þ Recas., 
Excellent "Silt! O my glowing Blood! TTY | 

I am already ſick of Expectation. 

And pant for the Poſſcſhen.-- — comes. 


With Bus'nefs on his'Brow ; be huſh'd, my Joys. 


G. I come to ſeek -thee, Edmazzd, to impart a Buſi- . 
thy loyal Heart is touch d. 
tocee the Crueky of theſe ingraceful Daughters againk 
9 | | 

Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnatural. S 

C. This Change in the State fits uneaſy. The Com. 
already they 
cry out for the re-inſta/ment of their good old King, 
whoſe Injuries I fear will inflame em into mutiay. 

Bat. Ti to be hop d not fear d. 

Gloff. Thou haſt it Boy, — — 
N and hourly court me 

To lead em on; and whilſt this Head is mine 

Fm theirs. A little covert Craft, my Bay, 
And then for ope 
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With theſe Difpatches' to the Duke of Cambray ; | 
You know what. mortal Feuds have always flam'd 
Between this Duke of Cree Family, and his; 
Full Thouſand Mountaineers 
4 ſend to our Aſſiſtance, 
Diſpatch mend us to his Grace, and proſper. 

Baſt. Yes, credulous old Man, - 
T will commend ro his Grace, | | 
His Grace, the Duke of inſtantly * 
To ſhew him 8 
And Seal'd with thy own Signet ; then forthwith 
The Chol'rick Duke gives Sentence on thy Life; 
And to my Hand thy vaſt Revenues, 
| To glut my Pleaſure, that till now has ſtarv d. 


| — i mee by Cordelia extring, Baſtard ob- 
ſerving at a Diſtance. 


; Cird. Tara, eg. turn, by the facred Pow'r 

1 do conjure you, give my Griefs a hearing, 

You muſt, you ſhall, nay I am fure you will, 

For you were always ftif'd the Juſt and Good. 

Gloft. + wow Princeſs? Rite, and ſpeak -- 
thy G 


Cord. Nay, you ſhall promiſe to redreſs em too, 
Or here Pl 1 29 7 Jentreat 
Thy Succour for a Father, — 1 
An injur'd Father, and an i 

Baft. O charming ſorrow ! ad. ws ears acorn her, 
Like Dew on Flow'rs, but —＋ 
And | muſt quench this hope ire ä 

Gf. Conſider, Princeis, 


For whom thou begy ſt, tis for the King 4 


Card. O name not that; he did nat, cou'dnotwrong mer 
Nay, muſe not, G/ofter, for it is too likely | 
This injur'd King e er this, rmx Aid, 
| * 

Baſt. Il — revs"ta. gh E — 
Nee 
A 200 probable, this furious Nighs - 


0 
Haas 
: C 4 
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Has 


pierc'd his tender „ the bleak Winds 
in chi 1 
If it be ſo, — 


Ie | 
That you'd convey me to his breathleſs Trunk, 
With my torn Robes to wrap his hoary Head, 
Wich my torn Hair to bind his Hands and Feet, 
Then with a Show'r of Tears 
To waſh his Clay-ſmear'd Cheeks, and dye beſide him. 
Gloft. Rife, fair Cordelia, thou haſt Piety 
Enough t attone for both thy Siſters Crimes. | 
I baxe already to reſtore 
My injur'd Maſter, and thy Virtue tells me 
We ſhall ſucceed and ſuddenly. (Exit. 
Card. Diſpatch, — | 
Provide me a Diſguiſe, we'll 
Go ſeck the King, — forne Relief 
Ar. How Madam? Are you ignorant 
Of what your impious Sifters have decreed ? 
Immediate Death for any that relieve him. 
Cord. I cannot dread the Furies in this Caſe. 
Ar. In ſuch a. Night as this? Conſider, Madam, 
r 
To ſhelter in. 
Cord. Therefore no ſhelter for the 
And more our Charity to find him out: 
What have not Women dar'd for vicious Love? 
— we'll be ſhining _—_ ot they can dare 
or Piety as much. w Winds, and Light'nings fall, 
Bold in my Virgin Innocence, I'Il flie — 
My Royal r or dye. (Exit. 
Baff. Provide me a Diſguiſe, we'll i 
o ek the King — ha! a lucky Change, 
bar Virus which I fear'd — . 
prov'd the Bond to my 
follow, 


— — 


a. PO: 


bribe two Ruffians ſhall at a 
And ſeize 'em in fome deſert Place; and there 
Whilſt one retains her, rother. ſhall return 

T” iaform me where ſhe's slodg'd; Ell be diſguis d too 


— TH to the Duke * 
With 


— — = > 


wang £ XZ 4: 37 


Kent. Here i the Place my Lord ; good my Lord ; enter i 
The Tyranny of r 4 


The lefler is ſcarce felt: The Tempeſt in wy 
Does from my Senſes take all feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhou d tear this Hand 
For lifting Food to't ?——Buc Ell puniſh; home? 
No, I will no more; in ſuch a 
To ſhut me out. Pour on, 1 will endure 
In ſuch à Night as this: O Regas, Goneri/! 
Your old kind Father, whole frank Heart gave all. 
O that Way Madneſs lies; let me ſhun that; | 
No more of that. 

Kent. See, my Lord, here's the Entrance. 

Lear. Well, Til gn in, 
And paſs it all, F'll pray, and then Fl deep: 
Poor — * Wretches, whereſoe er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm. 
How ſhall your houſe fs Heads and unfed Sides 
Suftain this Shock ; r Raggedneſs defend ou 
1 a 
Q! I have talen too little Care of this, 


38 King L E 4R. 

Take Phyßck, Pomp; 

. 
t 7. 

And ner the Heavens more jſt. * 


Edgar is the Hovel. 


Five Fathom-and a half, poor Tow. 
Kent. What art how that dad grumble there i th“ 
Straw ? - 
Come forth. 
Edg. Away; the foul Fiend follows me: — Through 


che tharp Haw-thorn blows the cold Wind. —— Mum, 
o to the Bed and warm thee: — Ha! What do card 


Dam; whom the 
8 e a rf wry *thro' Buſh- 
es and Bogs; that has laid Knives under his Pillow, and 
Halters in his Pue ; cor . wang 
to ride on a Bay-trotting Horſe ever four inch'd 
to courſe'his own- *. Traytor— Bleſs thy 
Wits. Tom's > cold (Showers. } Bleſs ee nem Whirl 
winds, Star-blaſting,: and taking: Do poor Tow fome - 
Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes Sa, fa; there 1 
could have him now, and there, and there again 
Lear. Have his Daughters t him to this paſs? 
Could'ſt thou fave nothing? Did'lt thou give them all? 
Kene. He has no Daughters, Sir. 
Lear. Death, 1 nothing cou d have 3 7 
Tofecks hens. bur his unkind Daughters 
Eds. Pillicack far upon Pillicock Hill; Hallo; thatls; 


Lear. Is it the Faſhion that diſcarded Fathers - 
Should have fuch little Mercy on their Fleſh ? 


—— 'twas his Fleſh. begot - 


Thee « 
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than ſuch a poor bare fork d Animal as thou art. 


Off, off, ye vain Diſguiſes, empty Lendings, 
Tu be my Original Self, quick, quick, uneaſe me. 
; Kent. Defend his Wits good Heaven! 
Lear. One Point I had forgot; what's your Name? 
Ea. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimmi he 
Wall-nut and the Water-nut ; that in the Fury of his 
Heart, a the foul Fiend rages, eats Cow-dung for 
Sallads, fwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch-dog, that 
3 Mantle of the ſtanding Pool, thats whipt : 
10 it 


ding to Tithing, that has three Suits to bis Back, 


K 
: 


| 
| 


: 
N 
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| Beware, my Follower ; Peace Smulkin; Peace, thou 


foul Fiend. 

Laar. One Word more, but be ſure true Counſel ; 
me, Is a Madman, a Gentleman, or a Yeoman.? 
I feard twould come to this; his Wits are gone. 
| Fraterretto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an An- 


ig] i, ha! ha! was it not pleaſant to have a 
th red hot Spits come: in upon'em. 
ears begin to take his Part fo much 

my Counterieiting. (Afede. 


dale Dogs. ed al, Tray, Blanck, aud 


fer; The like Dogs and 


7 Arant ve. 


a Bob-tail. Hi 3 as Trundle-tal, 
Tom will — em weep and wail, 
For with throwing thus my Head, 
Wy mg Gn, and all are fled. 


Ud, de, de, "ts, See, ſe, fee, 8 ern 
and 1 and Marbet-towns Poor Tam, thy 


ou, Sir, I entertain you ef my Hun- 
E 
they re Perfian, but no Matter, let em de 


Ex. This is the foul Flibertigibet ; he is at'Cur- 
few, and walks at firſt Cock; he gives the Web, and 
the Pin; knirs the Elflock ; quits the Eye, and makes 
the Hair- Hy; nn Wheat, and hurts the 
* Creature of 

Sali 
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$4within footed Thrice the Cold, 
He met the Night-mare and her Nine-fold, 
"Twas he did appoint her; 
He bid her alight, and her troth plight, 
And arroynt the Witch, Tn. 


Gh/t. Go with me Sir, hard by I have a Tenant. | 
Duty cannot fuffer me to obey in all your Daughters 
Commands, who have enjoyn'd me to a fait my 
Doors, and let this Tyrannous Night take hold upon you. 
Yet have I ventur'd to come to you out, and bring 
you wing Wn Re 6h8 FR 


his 0 
this Phi 


prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 

alk you a Word in private. 

its are quite unſettled ; Good Sir, let's 

him hence. 

. 'Can'tt blame him? His Daughters ſock this. 

b ; This Bedlam but diſturbs him the wore. Fellow, 

be 

Ele. Child Retland to the dark Tow'r came, 

Ward, was ſtill, Fi, Fo, and Fum, 

I imell the Blood of a Britiſh Man. Oh! ha 
Gf. Now, I prithee Friend, let's take him in our 

Arms, and carry him where he ſhall meet both Welcome 
and ProteCtion. . with us. 

Lear. You fay 11 . 

what breeds about Heart; is there any Cauſe in. 


*. for theſe Hearts? | 
— Kent, 


| 

: 

7 
: 
L 

1 
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Lear. Hiſt ! make no Noiſe, make no Noiſe 


ſo, ſo; we'll to Supper th Morning. (Exeune. 
Ar. Dear reſt ye here, our Search is vain, 


Look, here's a Shed ; tailor pe. enter here. 
Cord. Prithee thy ſelf, eK thy own Eaſe, 
Where the. Mi 


ind's free, the Body's delicate : 
This Tempeſt but diverts me from the 2 
Of what would hurt me more. | 


1 Ruff. We have dogg d em far enough, this Place is- 


private. 
T' keep em Priſoner's here within this Hovel, 
W ᷑bilſt you return and bring Lord Edmund hither ; 


nun? 

Nothing but this, dear devil. (Shorvs G0. 
Shou'd ve drawn me through all this Tempeſt ; 
But to our Work. 


(They. ſeize Cordelia and Arante, who brick out. 
Soft, Madam, we are Friends; diſpatch, I fay. 
Cord. Help, Murder, help; Gods! ſome kind Thun- 
derbolt 


| To ftrike me dead. 


Enter Edgar: 


. What Cry was that? ———— Ha! Women 
* . 


Eg O ſpeak, what cur pou — 
O'ck tender Sex, and yet 
Through the dread Mazes 
Where (though at full) the clouded Moon fearce darts 


Imperfect Glmmerings ? Cord.” 
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Cord. Firſt ſay, what art thou? 
That horrid Stap2to 136 | 


O my tumultuous Blood! 

BY wy trembligy, Veins, — Voice! 
is the her Elf y Senſes ſure conform 
To my wild Garb, and 1am mad indeed. = 
Card. Whate'er thou art, befriend a wretched 


A i thx cnt, 22 weary ſeatch. the 
ho relieves am, that fleeps on 
Nettle, with the Hedg-pig for his Pillow. 
Whilſt Smug ply'd the Bellows 
She truckt with her Fellows, 
The Freckle fac'd Mab 
Was a Blouze, and a Drab, 
| Yet Swithin made Oberas jealous —Oh! Torture. 
Ar. Alack ! Madam a poor wand'ring Lunatic. 
Ot Bed por th ls but now well: 
d. | 
— arbtit es ho B87; 
And if thou haſt one Interval of Senſe, 
Inform us, T Ham con, where we may find 
A poor old Man, who this Heath has ſtray d 
The tedious Night. -- ſaw ' ſt thou ſuch a- one? 
a her Father, whom ſhe's come to 


(Hadi. 
Through all the Terrors of this Night: O Gods! 
That ſuch amazing Piety, ſuch Tenderneſes 
Shou d yet to me be Cruel 
Yes, fair One, ſuch a One was lately here, 
And is convey'd by ſome that came to ſeek him, 
To a neighb ring Cottage; but — where, 
I know not. 

Cord. Bleſſing on em, | 
Let's find him out, 323 (Going . 
We are in Heaven's Protection. | 
Ede. O Cordelia! 

. Ha Thou know It my Name. 
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Eg. As on did once know Edper's, 


Cord. 

Eds. The poor Remains of Edper, what your Scorn 
Flas left him. 

Cord. Do we wake, Arante? 

Eds. My Father ſeeks my Life, which 1 preſerwd 
In hopes of ſome bleſt Minute to oblige 
Diſtro Cordelia, and the Gods have giv'n it; 
That thought alone prevail'd with me to take 
This Frantick Dreſs, to make the Earth my Bed, 
With theſe bare Limbs all Change of Seaſons bide, 
Noon's ſcorching Heat, and Midnight's piercing Cold, 
To feed on Offals, and to drink with Herds, 
To combat with the Winds, and be the Sport 


Of Clowns, or what's more wretched, yer their Pity. 


Ar. Was ever Tale fo full of Miſery! 
2 But fuch a Fall as this I grant was due 
Thanks 12722 
not y d; 
For well Iwore my Flames conceaſ d. 
— the Lamge that burn in Tombs, : 
Till you perceiv'd my Grief, with modeſt Grace 
Drew forth the Secret, and then feaPd my Pardon. 
Cord. You had your Pardon, nor can. you 
more. 
Ecg. What do 1 


more ? 


Such Vanity agrees not with theſe 
When in my proſp'rous State, rich po Heir, 


You filenc'd my ces, and enjoin'd me 

To trouble you upon that "Theme =o more ; 

'Then what Reception mult Love's Langua find 

From theſe bare and Beggars — Weeds? 
Cord. Such as — of Pardon to a Wretch con: 

demn d 3 

Such as the Shouts 

Of ſuccouring Forces to a Town d. 
Edz. Ah! What new Method now of Cruelty! 
Cord. Come to my Arms, thou deareſt, beſt of Men, 


And take the kindeſt Vows that e er were ſpoke 
By a proteſting Maid. 


1 
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Ed. * poſſible ? 
Card. By the dear vital Stream that baths my Heart, 
Theſe wed Rags of thine, and naked Virtue, 
"Theſe abject Laſſels, theſe fantaſtick Shreds, 
(Ridiculous ev'n to the meaneſt Clown) 
To me are dearer than the richeft Pomp 
Of purple Monarchs. 
Edg. Generous charming Mud, 
The Gods alone that made, can rate thy Worth! 
This moſt amazing Excellence ſhall be 
Fame's Triumphs in ſucceeding Ages, when 
Thy bright Example ſhall adorn the Scene, 
And teach the World Perfection. 
Cord. Cold and weary, 
We'll reſt a while, Arante, on that Straw, 
Then 1 . — out the poor old 
ave Flint and St 4 the mplements 
on Lunaticks; Fll ſtrike a Light, 
And make a Fire beneath this Shed, to _— 
Thy Storm drench'd Garments, e er yk lie 1 
Then Fierce and Wakeful as th' Hefperian D 
Fli watch beſide thee to protect thy Sleep; 
Mean while the Stars ſhall dart their kindeſt Beams, 
And Angels viſit my Cordelia's Dreams. (Exeunt, 


SCENE, The Palace. 


ang 


Duke. I will have ann 
Regan, ſee here, a Hol upon our State, 
Tis Glofler" 
His double Trult of SubjeRt, 

Then double be our V 
1 e we now receĩv d, | 
That he has been this Night to ſeek the King; 
But who, Sir, was the kind oor and 6 
Dule. Our Eagle, quick to ſpy, fierce to 
Our cruſty Edmund. 


1 Cornwal 


Reg. 
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Reg. Twas a noble Service; 
O Cormwal, take him to thy dee Truſt, 
And wear him as a Jewel at thy 
Baſt. 2 5 how n 
That makes me thus repent vi 3 Weeps. 
O that this T reafon had not been, or — — 
Not the Diſcoverer. 
Duke. Edmund, thou ſhalt find 
A Father in our Love, and from this Minute 
We call thee Earl of Glofter ; but there yet 
Remains another Juſtice to be done, 
And that's to puniſh this diſcarded Traitor; 
But left thy tender Nature ſhould relent 
At his juſt Sufferings, nor brook the Sight, 
We with thee to withdraw. 
Reg. The Gree:o, Sir, within the lower Grove 


(To Edmund Afar. 
Has Privacy to fuit a Mourners Thought. 
Baſt. And there I may expect a Comforter, 


Ha, Madam? 


Reg. What may happen, Sir, I know not, 
But 'twas a Friend's Advice. (Ex. Baſtard. 
Duke. Bring in the Traitor. j 
Gloſter brought in. 
Bind faſt his Arms. 
 Ghft. What mean your Graces? 
' You are my Gueſts, pray do me no foul Play. 
Duke. Bind him, I fay, hard, harder yet. 
Reg. Now Traitor, thou ſhalt find 
Dake. Speak, Rebel, where haſt thou ſent the King ? 
Whom ſpight of our Decree thou faw'lt laſt Night. 
Gloft. Em ty d to th Stake, and muſt ſtand the Courſe. 
Reg. Say where, and why thou haſt conceal'd him? 
| . Becauſe I wou'd not fee thy cruel Hands 
Tear out his poor old Eyes, nor thy fierce Siſter 
Carve his anointed Fleſh ; but I ſhall fee | 
The ſwiſt wing d Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. 
Duke. See t thou ſhalt never; Slaves perform your 
Work. 
Out 


Gleft. He that will think 1 live till be be old, 
Give me ſome help. O cruel! oh! ye Gods. 
( They put out his Eyes. 

Serv. Hold, hold, my Lord, bar your Cruelty, 
I cannot love your Safety. and give way 
To ſuch a barbarous Practice. 

Duke. Ha! my Villain. 

Serv. 1 
But better Service have I never done you 
Than with this Boldneſs. 

Duke. Take thy Death, Slave. 


Serv. Nay then Revenge whilit yet my Blood is warm. 
(Fight. 


Reg. Help here——Are not you hurt my Lord ? 
_ Gloft. Edu nc, enkindle all the ſparks of Nature 
To quit this horrid AQ. 
Reg. Out treacherous Villain, 
Thou call'# on him that hates thee, it was he 
That broach'd thy Treaſon, ſhew'd us thy Diſpatches; 
There, read, and fave the Cambrian Prince a Labour: 


If thy Eyes fail thee, call for Spectacles. 
Gloft. O my Folly! 


Than iy was abus'd, kind Gods, forgive me that. 

Reg. How is't, my Lord ? 

Duke. Turn out that Eye-lefs Vlllain, let him ſmell 
His Way to Cambray, throw this Slave upon a Dunghil. 
Regan, | bleed apace, give me your Arm. * 

Gloft. All dark, and comfortleſs! 
Where are thoſe various Objects that but now 
Employ'd A bufie Eyes? where thoſe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays that lately ſhot 
O'er flowry HA to dftant funny Hills, 

And drew with Joy the vaſt Horizon in. 

Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, 
And feeling all my Sight. 

O Miſery! what Words can ſound my Grief? 
Shut from the Living whilſt amongſt the Living ; 
Dark as the Grave amidſt the buſtling World. 


At 


| 


1 King LEAR 


* 3 r . o eo... + 


At once from Buſineſs, and from Pleaſure barr'd: 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring, 
Nor ſee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend ; 
Yet ſtill one Way th extreameſt Fate alfords, 
And even the Blind can find the Way to Death. 
Muſt I then tamely dye, and unreveng'd ? 


So Lear may fall: No, with theſe bleeding Rings 


I will preſent me to the pitying Crowd, 


And with the Rhetorick of theſe dropping Veins 
Enflame 'em to revenge their and me ; 

Then when the glorious Miſchief is on Wing, 

This Lumber from ſome Precipice PFll throw, 

And dah it on the ragged Flint below ; 

Whence my feed Soul to her bei ght Sphere thall fly, | 


þ boundleſs Orbs eternal Reg gions ſpy,. 
And like the Sun, be all ene eels the: (Ex. . 
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e 
SCENE, A Grotto. 

Edmund and Regan amore/ly ſeated, lifening to Muſic. 


HY were thoſe Beauties made another's 


Which none can prize like me ; charming Queen, 
Take my blooming Youth, for ever fold. me 
2 Lull me in endlefs Sleep, 


That I ma may dream of Pleaſures too tranſporti 
For Life to bear. * 


ED —_— = Donuſ 
is yet more kind, is't poſlible 
That I ſhould wander from a Paradiſe poſh 


Ts 


„ 
To feed y Weeds? ſuch Sweets live here 
That Conllancy wil — i me. 


D 
My Jealoufie's confirm d, and I am taught 
To caſt for my Defence 


49 


(Enter an Officer. 


Now, what mean thoſe Shouts? and that thy haſty En- 


trance ? | | 
OF. A mot furprizing and a ſudden Change; 
er cyan, Array 
And only want a Chief to lead em on, 
To ftorm your Palace. 
Reg. On what Provocation? = 
OF. At laſt Day's publick Feſtival, to which 
The Yeomen from all had repai 


Our Forces rais'd, and „ 
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Shall drive this Monſter of Rebellion back 
To her dark Cell; young Glfter's Arm allays 
The Storm, his Father's feeble Breath did raiſe (Exit. 


The Field SCENE 


Exter Edgar. 
: * R Banger Fortune 
The lamentable 


„and is ſecure from Fear; 
is from the Beſt, 

The worſt returns to better. Who comes here? 

| Euter Gloſter, led by an old Man. 
Father poorly led! 
precious Stones torn 
—— 

But di 'd it as an Act too horrid 
For the hot Hell of a curd Woman's Fury; 
When will the Meafure of my Woes be full? 


, thou art on Foot, Succeſs attend thee. 
—— Eyes, if the Event 


1 
. theſe Fourſcore Years. 


A * thee away, Friend be gone, 
Thy Camera <2 do me no gol x all, 


| 1 D"—_— . 

Ch. I have no Way, and want not Eyes, 
I ftumbled when I ſaw: 20 dear Son Edpar 

The Food of thy Fr Wes” 

X nee my Touch 
d ia yes again. 

Alas, 


Rings? 


Well have 


Prove 


Ou. M. — who's there? 
Ex. 1 Play fair, defy the foul 


PR. and mus 1 Rl purſue this Trade, [Afde. 
163 * i 


* 


E 


Old A. FI Mo Ge ie Yan her hee, 
Come on' what will (Exit 
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Ou M. Tis mad Tam. 
S. In the late Storm, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw, 
Which made me think a Man a Worm. 
Where is the Lunatick ? | 
'O/7 M. Here, my Lord. 

Get thee now away; if for my ſake 
Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile or Two. 
pA fo 44 do't for antierit Love, 
for this naked Wretch, 
— me. 

"== Alack, my Lord, he's mad. 

*. ae Time's Plague when Mad-men lead the 


Do as 1 bid thee. 


| Sirrah, naked Fellow. 
>. Poor Tom's cold ;—I cannot fool it longer, 
And yet I muſt. —Blefs thy ſweet Eyes, 7 
Beliere'® Tom en u his blind 

"| thou the — 


And each Men have erg. — Dover? 


Ay, 
87 1 There's « Gui, whoſe high and bending Head 


| Looks dreadfully down on the roaring Deep; 


Bring me but to the very Brink of it, 
And Pl] repair the Poverty thou bear'ſt 
With ſomething Rich about me, from that Place 
J ſhall no need. 

Ele. Give me thy Arm: poor Tom ſhall guide thee: 


E for I hear the Tread of 
hf. Soft, \+mn 
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Cord. Ah me! your Fear's too true, it was the King.; 
J fpoke but now with ſome that met him 
As mad as the vext Sea, finging aloud, 
no with — N and Furrow Weeds, 
ith Berries, Burdocks, Violets, Dazies, Poppies, 
And all the idle Flowers that grow 
In our ſuſtaining Corn; conduct me to him, 
And Heav'n ſo proſper thee. 
Kent. I will, good Lady; | 5 
Ha, Glaſter here Turn, poor dark Man, and hear 
A Friend's Condolement, who at fight of thine 
Forgets his own Diſtreſs, thy old true ent. 
Cle. How, Kent? from whence return d? 
Kent. I have not fince my Baniſhment been abſent, 
Zut in Diſguiſe follow d th abandon d King: 
Tas me thou faw'ſt with him in the late Storm. 
R 
Suffice inſtead of Tears. 
Cord. O Miſery! !? 3 
To whom ſhall I complain, or in what Language ? 
Forgive, O wretched Man, the Piety 
That brought thee to this paſs; twas I that caus d it; 
I caſt me at thy Feet and beg of thee 
To eruſſi theſe weeping Eyes to equal Darkneſs, 
If that will give thee any Recompence, 
Ex. Was ever Seaſon ſo diftreſt as this? (Alb. 
Gloft. I think Corde/ia's Voice! riſe, pious Princeſs, 
And take a dark Man's Bleſſing. | 


My Virtue's now g „Works the Bane 
Of thoſe that do befriend me, Heav'n forſakes me, 
And when you look that Way, it is but juſt 
That * 4 vo —— 5 1 
N wave cutt | to | 

744 Rack = 
G. No longer cloud thee, Leut, ans. 
There's 
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There's Buſineſs for thee, and of nobleſt weight; 
Our injur'd Country is at length in Arms, 
Urg'd by the King's inhuman Wrongs and mine, 
And only want a Chief to lead 'em on. 
That Task be thine. 
Edg. Brave Britains; then there's Life in't yet. (ide. 
Kent. Then have we one Caſt for our Fortune yet. 
Come, Princeſs, Fll beſtow you with the King, 
Then on the Spur to head theſe Forces: 
Farewel, good Gloſter, to our conduct truſt. 
Glaſt. And be your Cauſe as Profp'rous as tis Juſt. 
| | (Exeunt. 


SC E NE, Goneril's Palace. 


| . 
Gon. It was t Ignorance, Gl/ofter's Eyes being out, 
To let him bs arrives, he moves 
All hearts againſt us; Edmund | think is gone, 
In pity to his Miſery, to diſpatch him. 
Gent. No, Madam, he's return d on ſpeedy Summon s 
Back to your Silter. 
Can. Ha! I like not that, 
Such 3 muſt have the Wings of Love; where's. 
i. | 


any 
Gent. Madam, within, but never Man fo chang'd ; 
L cold him of the Uproar of the Peaſants, 
He ſmil'd at it; when I inform'd him 
Of Glaſter's Treaſon | 
Gon. Trouble him no farther, 
It is his coward Spirit ; back to our Sitter, 
Haſten her Muſters, and let her know 
I have giv'n the Diſtaff into my Huſband's Hands. 
That done, with ſpecial Care deliver theſe Diſpatches 
In private to young %% Her. 


_— Enter” 
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Fa Enter @ Meſſenger. 


| O Madam, moſt unſeaſonable News, 
The of Cornweſ's dead of his late Wound, 
Whoſe Loſs your Siſter has in part ſupply'd, 
Making brave Edmund General of her Forces. 

Gon. One Way l like this well; 
But being Widow, and m y Glofter with her, 
Mia he 2 
A Word more, Sir, — add Speed to your Journey, 
And if you chance to meet with. that blind Traitos, 
— DIE — * 


The Field SCENE. 
Enter Gloſter and Edgar. 
Goff. „ e Top of that fame 


Edg. We climb it now, mark how we labour. 
. Metbinks the Ground is even. 


Methinks thy es 
I beter Phraſe and Matter than thow dv 


Come on, Sir, here's the Place, how fearful 
And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes ſo low. 
The Crows and Coughs that Wi * 
She w ſcarce fo big as Beetles, half Way down 
* that gathers Samphire, dreadtul Trade 
The Fiſhermen, that walk upon the Beach. 
Appear like Mice, and yon tall anch ring Barque 
Seems leſſen d to her Cock, ker Cock a Buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight ; the murmuring Surge 
Cannot be heard fo high, I'l look vo more, | 


Ll 
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e 
Tumble down euer. 
Let me where you ſtand. 
„ 
For | beneath the Moon I wou d not now 
ner | 

Gleft. Let go my Hand, 
Here, Friend, is another Purſe, in it a Jewel 

Well worth a Man's taking; get thee farther, 
Bid me and let me hear thee 

Edg. Fare you well, Sir,— —That f do do trifle thus 
With this his " js with om 

Gleft. 2 I orld I do renounce, 
And in your 


If I cou'd bear 


— 


Arft 


2 
175 


batt 
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Is Wretchedneſs depriv'd that Benefit, 

To end itſelf by Death? 

Vert, e n Fee. 2 You ftand: 

| 3 iSTL | 
nf Too well, + - i 
Edg. Upon the Brow o'th' Cliff, what Thing was that 

9 


parted from you? 
A poor unfortunate Beggar. 
Edg. As | ſtood here below, methought his Eyes 
Were two full Moons, wide Noftrils breathing Fire ; 
It was ſome Fiend, therefore thou happy Father, 
Think that th” all powerful Gods, who make them: 


Of Mens Impoſlibilities, have preſerv'd thee. 
Ghft. Tis wonderful; henceforth Pll bear Aſſſiction 
Till it expire; the Goblin which you ſpeak of, 
I took for a Man: oft-times 'twould fay, 
The Fiend, the Fiend : He led me to that Place. | 
Edg. * patient Thoughts: but who comes 


Win. ecm enn 


Lear. No, no; they cannot touch me for Coining ; 
| OX the King bine * 

O piercing Sight! | 
Lear. — ao Art in that Reſpet: There's 
your Preſa- money: That Fellow handles his Bow like a 
Draw me a Clothier's Yard. A 


Ch ce. 
N Beard! they flatterd 
me like a and told me | had white Hairs on my 
Chin, before the black ones were there: To fay ay and 

no, 
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De Ay, and no too was no 
. When the Rain came once to wet me, 
and the to make me chatter, when the Thunder 

wou'd not at my Bidding. There I found 'em, 
there I by nll Ne 

ords; they me a z tis a Lye, I am not 
Ague Proof. 

1 it's not the: 

's | 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King, when I do ſtare, 


T pardon that Man's Lies: what was the Cauſe? 


— Thou ſhalt not die Die for Adultery ! 
The Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded Fly 
Engenders in my Sight ; let Copulation thrive ; 
For Glaſters Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father 
Than were my Daughters got i' th lawful Bed. 
To't Luxury, Pell-mell, for I lack Soldiers. 
Gheft. Not all my Sorrows paſt ſo deep have touch'd me, 
As theſe ſad Accents: Sight were now a Torment. 
Lear. Behold that *. — Lan, Ts ſhe that — 
At Pleafure's Name, and 4 thinks her 
Wich the leaſt wanton Word: wou'd you belive i, 
The Pitcher, nor the pamper'd Steed goes to 


With ſuch a riotous Appetite: Down from the Waſte 


they are Centaurs, though Women all above; but 


to the Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the 


Fiends: There's Hell, there's Darknefs, the 
unfathom'd—Fie ! fie! pah !—an Ounce of Civet, zood- 


Apothecary, to ſweeten my Imagination. —— There's 


Aer 
enning It. 
Letters Suns, I could not ſee. 
take this from Report ; wretched 
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MN Virtue do when thou ſhalt find 


added to the Tale 


— Griefs? 


hy 


? 


this Caſe of Eye 


with 
Are 
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Air 


Time that we taſte the 


a know'ſt, the firlt 


We. 


* 
Ranſom — Let me have Surgeons ? O! I am cut to the- 
Brains. 


= — Ls I will die bravely” 


fluſh'd and pamper'd as a Prieft's s 
Mailers, know ye that ? 


and then Nil. Ell. kill, kn? (Ex. Running. 
_ Gl. A Sight molt moving in the meaneſt Wretch. 
Paſt in a King. Now, good Sir, what are you ? 
Edg. A moſt poor Man, made tame to Fortunes 


Aid prone 0 pity by experienc 


'_ Tg Breath from me, - 
FR. | Bun tempt me mare ; _ 
Te die before you pleaſe. 


d Sorrows; give me your - 


Baer Goneril's Gentleman-Uſber. 


Gent. Abd Pos, O moſt happily met, 
Toon ot r 
| ortunes ; Thou unhappy Tatar, 
— — * 


i wou d not a bin 20 long as tis by a Vortnight. —- 
ne 
or my Ballow be th' harder. 

A Chill pick your Teeth, Zir ; come no matter 
oines. | 

Gent. Slave, thou haſt Slain me; Oh untimely Death! 
Eg. I know thee well, a ſerviceable Villain, 

duteous to the Vices of thy Miſtreſs, 


bg 2 ” © 61 
ght of th' injur 'd Duke, 


SCENE, A Chamber. 


Lear afleep on a Couch ; — fanding - 


pt inp b fans. auf map hve god BNR: 
o cure his jarri | 
This Breach of Nature. "oy 
Phyf. We have employ'd the utmoſt Pow'r of Art, 
And this deep Reſt will perfett our Deſi 
Cord. O Regan, Goneril! Inhuman Sitters, 
Had he not been your Father, theſe white Hairs 
Had challeng d fure ſome Pity ? Was this a Face 
To be expos d againſt the. j 


Ha! Is this too a World o 
I know my Privilege, ink cat hoe I will 
Be us'd like a wretched Mortal? no, 
No more of that. 
Coral. to me, Sir, who am 1? 
Luar. You are a Soul in Bliſs, but I am bound 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, which my own Tears 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. | 
Cord. Sir, do you know me? 
Lear. You are a Spirit, I know; — 
» 09-006; 


Phyſ.. 
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Pi. Madim, bi's fearce awake ; he'l ſoon gor 


more compos | | 
Lear. Where have I been? Where am 1? Fair Day>- 


—— 
lam mightily abus d, I ſhould even die with Pity- 
_— I will not ſwear * 


er ; „ 
6urſcore and upward ; and to deal plainly with you "= 
I fear I am not in my Mind. 


| | ; well affur'd* 
Thou can'ſt not; therefore I do ſtand thy Juſtice ; . 
EE thou haſt Poiſon for me I will drink it, 


O 


Her Huſband's Countenance for the Battle, then 
Utfurp at once his Bed and Throne, (Enter Officers... 
My truſty Scouts y'are well return d; have ye deſcryd 
The Strength and Poſture of the Enemy? 

Of. We have, and were ſurpriz d to find 
The baniſh'd Kent return'd and at their Head; 
Your Brother Edgar on the Rear; old Claſier 
9 moving Spectacle) led through their Ranks, 

hoſe powerful Tongue, and more prevailing Wrongs, 
Have fo enrag d, their ruſtick Spirits, that with 
Th' approaching Dawn we mutt expect their Battle. 

Baſt. — bring a welcome Hearing: Each to his 

0 

Line well —4 Ranks, and ſtand on your Award; 
'To-night repoſe you, and i' th Morn we'll give 
The Sun a Sight that ſhall be worth his Rilng. 


$CENE: 
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SCENE, A Palley near the Camp. 
Enter Edgar and Gloſter. 


Edg. Here, Sir, take you the Shadow of this Tree 

For your good Hoſt ; — 

If ever I return to you again 

— ou Comtort. | (Exit: 

The Fe 2 
ortune Cauſe you. 

your good Cant after which Gloſter ſpeaks. 

The Fight grows hot ; the whole War's now at Work, 

And the goar'd Battle bleeds in every Vein, 

Whiltt _ and Trumpets drown loud Slaughter's 


Where's G now that us'd to head the Fray, 
And ſcour the Ranks where deadlieſt Danger lay? 
Here like a Shepherd in a lonely Shade, 
Idle, unarm'd, and liſtening to the Fight; 
Yet the diſabled Courſer, maim'd and blind, 
| When to the Stall be hears the ratling War, 
Foaming with rage, tears up the batter'd Ground, 
And tugs for Liberty. 
No more of Shelter, thou blind Worm, but forth 
To th' open Field ; the War may come this Way 
And 2 thee into Reſt— Here lie thee down, 
And tear the Earth, that Work befits a Mole. 
O dark Deſpair ! When Edpar, wilt thou come 
To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the Grave ? 
(4 Retreat ſounded. 
Hark! a Retreat, the King has loft or won. | 
Re-enter Edgar, Bloody. 
Edg. Away, old Man, give me your Hand, away ! 
King Leu ax ole; he and his Daughter ta'en, 
this, ye Gods, is all that I can fave 
Of this moſt precious Wreck ; give me your Hand. 
_ Gloft. No farther, Sir, a Man may rot even here. 
Ede. What! In in Thoughtsagain ? Men muſt endure | 
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the Name of Gloſter, 


. 7 =o hogr 7 {x PER 
Baſt. What will not Edmund dare? my Lord, 1 beg 


J. 
. Anon, - =o Can ru Army's View, 
let the Herald | 
I thank 
Lead. 


2 — of my Woes, 
Not Fellow-ſufferers, all were well ! | 

| Cord. This Language, Sir, adds yet to our Affliction. 
Lear. —_— Kent, did ſt head the Troops that fought 


m 
F, | „** 
Ine remember) baniſh'd thee. 
Kent. Pardon me, Sir, 21 broke your Orders; 
Banith'd by you, I kept me here difguis 
To watch your Fortunes, and protect your Perſon ; 
Tou know you entertain d a rough blunt Fellow, 


One Cajus, and thought he did you Service. 
Lear. My be, I have loſt him too! 


Jas a rough Honeſty ls . 


. 
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n 
Diſguis Dreſs, to follow 

Lear. My Caju too ! wer' thou my cal ci? 
enou 


cd Ah me, he faints! his Blood forſakes his Cheek; 
Help, Ken. 
Lear. No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep, 
We'll ſee them rot firſt—Guards, lead away to Priſon ; 
Come, Kent, Cordelia, come ; 
We two will fit alone, like Birds r th 
When thou doſt aſk me Bleſſing, Fll kneel down 
And aſk of thee Forgiveneſs; thus we'll live, 
And pray, and ſing, and tell old Tales, and laugh 
At Butter- flies, hear Syc 
Talk of Court- news, and well alk with them wo, | 
| Who loſes, and who wins, who's in, and who's out, 
And take upon us the Myſtery of Things, 
As if we were Heav'n's Spies. | 
Cord. Upon ſuch Sacrifices 
The Gods themſelves throw Incenſe. 
Lear. Have I caught ye? 
He that parts us mult bring a Brand from Heav'n: 
'T we'll out-toil the Spight of Hell, 
die the Wonders of the World ; away. 
9 | (Exeunt guarded. 


Flouriſh. Enter before the Tents. Albany, Goneril, 
Guards and Attendants; Goneril ſpeaking 


| apart to the Captain of the Cu ai 


Gon. Here'sGold for the, thou know ſt our late Com- 
ma 
Upon your Priſoner's Lives ; about it ſtraight, and at 
Our Ev'ning Banquet let it raiſe our Mirth, | 
'To hear that they are dead. 
Capt. I ſhall not fail 11 (Ex. 
(Albany, Gon. Reg. a 


of 7 


Acquit thy ſelf ; or if thou ſhar'it his Courage, 
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4b. Now, Gloſter, truſt to thy ſingle Virtue, for thy 
845 


All levied in my Name, have in my Name | 
Took their Diſcharge ; now let our Trumpets ſpeak, 
And Herald read out this, (Herald Reads. 


If any Man of Quality, within the Lifts of the Arny wil 
maintain upon Edmund, fuppos'd Earl of Gloſter, that 
be is a manifold Traitor, let lim appear by the third 
Sound of the Trumpet; he is bold in his Defence. 
Again, Again. 


Alb. Lord Edgar“ 

Baſt. Ha ! my Brother! = 
This is the only combatant that I cou'd fear; 
For in my Breaſt Guilt duels on his Side; 
But, Conſcience, what have I to do with thee ? 


Into your _— Hands I give this Paper, 
It will the Truth of my Impeachment prove, 


Baft. And dares Edgar, 
The beaten routed Edpar, brave his Conqueror? 

From all thy Troops and thee |.forc'd the Field ; 
Thou haſt loſt the general Stake, — Wl 


17 


[ 
9 
; 
FF 
= | 


And poſſible a might be my Sire: 
— Birth's uncertain Chance as twill, 


7 
[4 


that had the Hit to Father me 


* 
; 


: 
ks 
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>2 
elf; 


Or with this Paper I ſhall ſtop it. Hold, Sir, 
Thou worſe than any Name, read thy own Evil: 
No tearing, Lady, I perceive you know it. 
Gor. Say, if I do, who ſhall arraign me for't? 
- The Laws are mine, not thine. 
Alb. Moft monſtrous! Ha! Then haaw/E & two? 


Baſt. Aſk me not what I know, 
I have not Breath to anſwer idle Queſtions. 


e 


conquer d, (To Edgar. 
Along with me, i muſt conſult your 

=. Albany and Edgar. 

an. py every Hand to fave a noble Life ; 

My half of 2 a Man of Skill 


To 
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"To ſtop this precious Stream. 
Baff. Away, ye Empyricks, 


Torment me not with your vain Offices: 


"The Sword has pierc'd too far ; Legitimacy 
At laſt has got it. / 


Reg. The Pride of Nature dies. 
Gon. Away, the Minutes are too precious, 
_—_ 


Diſturb us not with th y 

Reg. Art thou my Rival then 
Gon. Why, was our Love a Secret ? 
Beauty like mine, and Gallantry like his, 

And not a mutual Love? Jed Hamen then 

Had err d. Behold that Copy of Perfection. 
That Youth whoſe Story will have no foul Page, 
But where it ſays he ſtoop'd to Regan's Arms: 


Which yet was but Compliance, not Affection; 
r. Who g begging, ruin d Beauty! 
ho begg d d when Goneril wric That? expoſe it, 


(Throws ber a Letter. 
And let it be your Army's mirth, as 'twas 


This Youth's and mine, when in the Bow'r 
He breath'd the warmeſt Extaſies of Love; 
Then on my Breaſt, cry'd, matchleſs Regan! 
That and thou ſhou'd e er be Kin! 

Gon. Die, Circe, for thy Charms are at an end, 
Expire before my 4 
How well that beafted Beauty, will become 

Blood, and Death's convulſive e 

Die, and huſh'd, for at my Tent laſt Night 
Thou drank'ft thy Bane, amidſt thy rev'ling Bowls: 
Ha! Dol thou ſil? Is then thy Death thy Sport ? 
Or has the truſty Potion made 


cou'd there be 


Reg. Thoucom 1 ec 
As 
2 


And eig, dee t thy own Banque: 
Gan. 
No more, of this 
EARS 
Come, Soldiers, bear we in; and let 


Your 
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Tr laſt Minutes; 
Now, Edgar, thy e 
n As qr 
——— —— for kim in Death 


SCENE, 4 Priſm. 
Lear aſleep, with his Head on Cordelia's Lap. 


Quit Wee Thids then weented Kg, bet deven- o 
To make thee draw in Chains, a Sleep fo ſound? 
Thy better Angel charm thy raviſh'd Mind 

With fancy'd Freedom; Peace is us d to lodge 


And now, my Edpar, = 
What Fare has ſein d thee in this 
I know not, but I know thou 
Becauſe Cordelia holds thee dear. 

O Gods! a ſudden Gloom o'er-whelms me, and the Image 
Of Death o er- ſpreads the Place—Ha ! who are theſe ? 


W diſpatch, already 
2 Reward's 8 


Ee Heki upon their Flank, their laſt 


b | 1 
Their Ranks are broke, down with Albany. | 
Who holds my Hands?—O thou deceiving Sleep, ; 
I wes thi wry — — 
And new > Prince here--Wihat mens the Slaves ? 
You will not murder me ? 

Cord. Help, Earth and Heaven ! 
For your Soul's ſake, dear Sirs, and for the Gods. 

Offi. F. No Tear, good Lady, no pleading u Gold | 


a l 


Cord. 
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Cord. You, Sir, I'll ſeize, 


| You have a human Form, and if no Pray'rs 


Can touch your Soul to ſpare a poor King's Life, 
DE Rk 7 1 
that I beg you to diſpatch me | 
Capt. Mong» ＋— her Requeſt ; diſpatch her firſt. 
Tis my Cordelia, my true pious Daughter: 
No Pity ?—Nay, then take an old 's V Y 
(Snatches a Partiſan, and firikes down tue of them ; the 


Enter Edgar and Albany. 
Ede. — 4 Hell! ye Vultures, hold your impious 


Or take a ſpeedier Death than you wou'd give. 
Capt. By whoſe Command * 
Et Behold the Duke your Lord. | 
Guards, ſeize thaſe Inſtruments of Cruelty. 
Cord. My Edgar, Oh! 
Edg. My dear Cordelia!“ Lucky was the Minute 
Of our Approach, the Gods have weigh d our Suff rings; 
Ware paſt the Fire, and now muſt ſhine to Ages. 
Gent. Look here, my Lord, fee where the generous 


Has ſlain two of em. | 
Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? 
Pve ſeen the Day, with my good biting Faulchion, 


I cou'd have made them ſkip; I am old now, 
And theſe vile Croſſes ſpoil me; out of Breath? 


you? | 
y Eyes o'th beſt, Pl] tell you ſtraight; 
Oh Albany! Well, Sir, we are your Captives, 
And you are come to ſee Death paſs upon us. 
Why 6 i Fleaſure * 
. o 
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To give us firſt the Torture? ſay ye fo? 

Why here's old Kent and I, as tough a Pair 

As e'er bore Tyrant's Stroke :—But my Cordelia, 
My poor Cordelia, here, O pity !— 

6. Take off their Chains. Thou injur'd Majefty,. 
The Wheel of Fortune now has made her Circle, 
And Bleſſings yet ſtand 'twixt thy Grave and thee. 

Lear. Com'ſt thou, inhuman Lord, to ſooth us back 
To a Fool's Paradiſe of Hope, to make 
Our Doom more wretched ? Go too, we are too well 
Acquainted with Misfortune to be gull'd 
With lying Hope ; No, we will hope no more. 
Alb. 1 = a Tale, untold fo full of Wonder 
As cannot meet an eaſy Faith; | 
But by that Royal injur'd Head 'tis true. 
Kent. What wou d your Highneſs ? 
Ab. Know, the noble Edgar 
Impeach'd Lord Ednand fince the Fight, of Treaſon, 
And dar'd him for the Proof to fingle Combat, 
In which the Gods confirm d his Charge by Conqueſt ; 
I left ev'n now the Traitor wounded mortally. _ 
Lear. And whither tends this Story ? 
Alb. Eer they fought 
Lord Eagar gave into my hands this Paper, 
A blacker Scrowl af Treaſon, and of Luft, 
Than can be found in the Records of Hell 
There, ſacred Sir, behold the Character 
Of Goreril, the worſt of Daughters, but 
More vicious Wife. 3 
Cord. Cou'd there be yet addition to their Guilt? 
What will not they that wrong a Father do? 
Aib. Since then my Injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 
I haye refolv'd the fame Redrefs for both. 
Kent. What ſays my Lord? 
 - Cord. Speak, for methought I heard 
The charming Voice of a deſcending Hod. 
Alb. The Troops by Edmund rais'd, 1 have diſbanded ; 


Thoſe that remain are under my Command. 
What Comfort may be brought to chear your Age, 
And heal your favage Wrongs, ſhall be apply'd; 


* 


For to your Majeſty we do reſign 
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Your Kingdom, fave what Part your ſelf conferr'd 
On us in Marriage. 

Kent. Hear you that, my Leige ? 

Cord. Then there are Gods, and Virtue is their Care. 

Lear. Ist poſſible ? 
e Bop Gals Conrls, the Sun make halt, 
* 1 Fountains reſt; 

Nature pauſe, and liſten to Change. 
Where is my Kent, my Cajus? 

Kent. Here, my 

Lear. Why | have that will recal tha, 
Ha! didft thou hear't, or did th' inſpiring Gods 
Whiſper to me alone? Old Laar ſhall be 


43 ag again. 
he Prince that like a God has Pow'r, has faid it. 
= Cordelia then ſhall be a Queen, mark that. 
Cordelia ſhall be a Queen ; Winds catch the Sound, 
And bear it on your toly Wings to Heav'n. 


Cordhile is a Queen. 


| Reventer Edgar with Gloſter. 

Alb. Look, Sir, where pious Edgar comes, 
Leading his Eye-leſs Father: O my Leige! 
His wond'rous Story will deſerve you Leiſure; 
What he has done and ſuffer d for your Sake, 


What for the fair Cordelia's. 
Gloft. _— Conduct me to his Knees- 
| to ki 
His ſecond Birth of Empire; my dear Edgar, 


Has, with himſelf, reveal the King's bla Reftzuraiins, 
Lear. My poor dark Glofter. | 
Giant. O let me kiſs that once more ſceptred Hand! 
Lear. Hold, thou miſtak'ft the Majeſty, kneel here; 

_ Cordelia has our Pow'r, Cordelia's 

is not that the noble ſuff ring Edgar ? 

Gl. My pious Son, more dear than my loft Eyes! 

_—_— wrong hi him too, 1 the . 

our Leave, my Liege, for an unwelcome Meſſage. 

Fant (hn that's a Trifle) is expir'd ; 

What more will touch you, your imperious Daughters 

Goneril and haughty Regan, both are dead, —_ 
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Each b the other poiſon'd at a Banquet; 


This, dying, they confeſt. 
— —— Period of ill govern d Life! 


teful as they were, m Heart feels yet 
ture for their wretched Fall ; 

* 22 

Thou ferv'd diſtreſt Coraelia; take her crown d: 


TY im perial Grace freſh blooming on her Brow ; 

— 4 Cloer, thou haſt here a Father's Right, 

by bog re rs et, pan 

Kent throws in his hearty Wiſhes too. 

Edg. The Gods and you too largely recompence 

What ! 8 the Gift ſtrikes Merit dumb. 

Cera. Nor do I bluſh to own my ſelf o er- paid 

For all my ſuff rings paſt. 

Cl. Now, gentle Gods, give Glofter his Diſcharge. 
Lear. No, Gloſter, thou haſt Buſineſs yet for Life; 

Thou, Kent 

Will gen 

In calm 


Kent, and I, retir'd to ſome cloſe Cell, 
dy paſs our thort Reſerves of Time 
: 12 — ack, 
rn 
Of this celeſtial Pair; thus our Remains 
Shall in an even Courſe of Thought be 
kg te pans os, nor fear the | 
Ed. Our drooping Country now ereQts her Head, 
Peace ſpreads her balmy Wings, and Plenty blooms. 
Divine Cordelia, all the Gods can witneſs 
II Ip Lane > Bags 7 perrte © 
Thy bright Exa mple ſhall convince the World 
(Whatever Storms of Fortune are decreed) 
That Truth and Virtue ſhall at laſt ſueceed. 


